Why Ansexation to the United States
Is Not More Favored—Commercial
and Race Interests Involved.
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Special Correspondence Indianapolls Journal.
ESPERANZA, Cuba, May 7.—Crossing
the island from Sagua la Crande to Cilenfue-
gos, by the exceedingly jerky train that
runs almost due south from port to port,
may be recommended as a sovereign dys-
pepsia cure, akin to horseback riding.
Though the pleasure of the journey is
marred by the necessity of holding on one's
hat and grasping the sides of the geat, while
nodding like a toy mandarin to one’s vis-a-
vis and threatening to pitch bodily into him
—the scenery, as ithe traveler gets glimpses
of it between these acrobatic performances,

fs Beantiful enough to fill him with “the joy
of Hving.”” He sees long stretches of cane,

vellow as burnizshed gold, with the sun shin-

ing on it; tobacco farms dotted with tower-
ing palms, and the rank and file of fields of
Indian corn standing like armles ready to
march. Vast, empty meadows, Inclosed
within low walls of piled-up stones that re-
mind him of New England, are covered
with coarse grass upon which cattle ought
to be feeding; they are interspersed with
poorly tilled, or wholly untilled sections,
whose bright red soil and flaunting weeds
attest thelr wonderful fertility. At rare In-
tervals stretches of tropical jungle are
passed, apparently as unreclaimed as when
the first Spaniard set foot on the island.
The lark spins out his interminable arias to
the summer sky; the notes of quail and
plover, “Phoebe” and tomeguin are wafted
on the soft, warm breeze, and beyond all
the distant hills glimmer like & dream of
tha Delectable mountains, Palm trees, char-
acteristic of every Cuban landscape, are
omnipresent-sweeping away in curved lines
along the course of streams, standing in
splendid groves, or ranged in double rows of
smooth, gray columns, whose majesty gives
one the feeling of walking in a moonlit
eathedral. Undoubtedly the most beautiful
thing in nature is a tall and stately palm,
stapding alone against & background of
fleecy clouds in a turguoise sky. Its plumed
crest, tossed by every vagrant breeze, casts
no shade—or at best, but a tiny patch afar
off in the fleld. The storiés of travelers in
tropical iands sitting under the cooling shad-
ow of palms are as absurd as those other
Mayne-Reid tales of wayfarers reaching up
and plucking cocoanuts with which to elake
thelr burning thirst—a feat they might, per-
haps, accomplish if possessed of arms twen-
ty to thirty yards long.
A LAND OF IDLERS

As one progresses farther and farther into
the heart of Cuba the nineteenth century,
with all its strifa and turmeoil, falls behind
and is forgotten Each straw-thatched vil-
{age encountered en route—and they are very
numerous—seams gliven over to perpetual
sleep. The rallway stations are not thronged

with the idle and curious, as in other rural
parts, but the people sit in their doors,

dreamily watching the train from afar, too
lazy for active curiosity. Oecasionally a
more enterprising citizen, black as the hack-
meyed ace of spades, or with the lean, brown
profile of Rameses II, saunters through the
cars, offering some trifle for sale; and ragged
<children extend their hands for alms and

laughingly greet the traveler with the En-
glish phrases they have plcked up, such as
“Gim me & penny.” “All right.” “Good-bye.”
At one station a small girl, patched fore and
ait. but with the face of an angel, lifted
timid eyes in respeonse to our salutation and
murmured “God dam,” without an idea of

the meaning of the word she had heard the
Yankee soldiers use.

Each thatched village has some distin-
guishing peculiarity. At one {s made the
famous jalea de guayaba (gauva jelly),
which has such a sale throughout all Spanish
America. It is put up in narrow wooden
boxes, can be kept Indefinitely, and is as
appetizing as healthful. In the hotels of
Havana it is {nvarlably served with cheese
a8 a dinner dessert. Another town is dis-
tinguished by a great wooden crucifix,
erected on the public square, with arms
opened wide 10 a sinful world. At BEsperan-
sa, “City of Hope,” a tall birdhouse, close
by the church, extends a hospitable invita-
tion to all the denizens of the alr. It shows
the kindly and poetic nature of the people—
80 poor that ten dollars could hardly be
raised among them to save a human life, yet
caring for the feathered tribes less irre-
sponsible than themselvea. In several towns
the public well appears to be the social cen-
ter. On an elevated platform, roofed and
tiled, but with sides open to the air, is a
great iron wheel, which everybody turns for
him or herself. Oh, for the pencil of a Nast,
& Gibson or a Crulkshank! Women come
strolling across the flelds bringing to the
well kerosene cans converted inte buckets,
and boys carry poles on thelr shoulders, to
which are slung cans, jars, demijohns, any
old thing that will hold water except & reg-
ular pall. Groups of barefooted girls co-
quet with their lovers while waiting thelr
turn at the wheel, and bedraggled matrons
#it on the steps exchanging neighborly gos-
#ip, their saddie-colored babies, naked as
Cerreggio’s Saint John, rolling about in the
weeds. Sleepy and unimportant as these In-
terior villages seem, they are the real Cuba
after all, and In them the public pulse may
be more correctly told than in cosmopolitan
Havana, where the people have learned the
wisdom of disguising their sentiments.

OPPOSE ANNEXATION.

By the way, If anybody at home I= of the
ophnion that the Cuban natlon will ever
welcome annexation to the United States
he may as well disabuse himself of the er-
ronecus idea. Aside from patriotic nonsense
concerning the cause for which they “fit,
bled and died,” there are several reasons
why a permanent alllance with Uncle Sam-
uel would be about the last thing the aver-
age islander would desire. Most bitterly
and universally opposed to it are the two
distinct and widely different elements, which
together compose more than two-thirds of
Cuba’'s population—the Spaniards and the
colored peopie. With the former opposition
1o American authority rests upon a pure-
ly business basls, fearing competition
with the richer and more energetic race.
While a few of the larger financial inter-
ests may favor an alilance, the commercial
classes In general are strongly in favor of
independence. The bodegueros, for ex-
ample—a very mumerous class who own the
small provision stores which are located
on every corner of every block in every
Cuban city, dominating all the retail trade
and forming a more powerful factor in
politica than the saloon keepers of the
United States—are opposed to annexation
tc a man. As a rule, too, the Spaniards
own the drug stores, the cafes and the fnns,
or posadas, as they are called, throughout
the isiand. In the poorest little straw-
thatched village one is always sure of a
tolerable meal—rather red-peppery and gar-
Mcky, perhaps, but clean and well served in
courses, with geood Spanish claret, En-
glish ale or Apollinaris water. These poor
Jooking posadas, where maybe the mules
| are stalled in what would be

in a country tavern of the

he Cuban flag, In order to keep the Cuban
trade and accentuate their hostility to
American military occupation. The order
of General Brooke, forbldding the bode-
gueros and cafe owners to sell any alco-
holic liguors to American soldiers, added
fuel to the flame of hatred. From time out
of mind they have turned many honest pen-
nies by selling drinks to Spanish soldiers,
and now that those good customers were
gone, why not to the usurpers? When a
few of the bodegas and posadas were closed
and their owners heavily fined for bregking
the law, they became intense in their hos-
titity to American control, and the climax
was capped when the finest cafe In Havana
was shut up without legal process, because
ona of its waiters sold a gin fizz to a
drunken drum major. It was no use to
plead that the ignorant employe mistook
the drum major for a major general; the
proprietor had no recourse until the mili-
tary authorities, having made sufficient “‘ex-

ample” of him, permitted the place to re-
“P°™  SPANIARD V8. CUBAN.

In spite of his ignorance and avarice, the
Spanish property owner in Cuba, being
thrifty, hard working, honest in his way and
disposed to be peaceable—has in him more
of the elements of good citizenship than
the average Cuban. He came from Cata-
lonia, Asturia or the Basque provinces, or
his father did—usually with no capital but
strength and industry. He began a chore
boy or farm hand to some bodeguero or
planter, who had been a few years ahead
of him in Cuba, willing to work from 4 a.
m. to 11 p. m. until the inevitable end was
attained of a shop, or land, or inn of his
own., The Spanish word bodego means wine
cellar, but here it stands for any sort of
general supply place, where everything eat-
able and drinkable is sold, from jerked
beef to claret. In all cases the Spaniard's
dignity has kept pace with the advance in

is fortunes, from chore boy to merchant or
landed proprietor, and though he may not
be able to distinguish the price mark on
his own goods and signs his name with an
X he rides in his carriage at the head of
island aristocracy. It is an actual fact that
many of them have no system of keeping
accounts but by chalk marks on the door.
Where the merchant is unable to read, write
or “cipher,” all business requiring those ac-
complishments must be deputed to hired
clerks., But the Spaniard, having plenty of
native shrewdness, rarely “gets left,"” as
they say In America. You may be certain
that he has a good margin of profit on all
transactions, and though giving credit in
what looks like a loose sort of way he in-
variably collects the interest on his mort-
gages, while waiting for the default in prin-
cipal which will insure the whole thing fall-
ing to him in the end. Checks and drafts
are rarely used, though many of the mer-
cantile and shipping firms do a banking
business as well. Shylocks by nature, their
standard of commercial integrity is so high
that every man's word is as good as his
bond and verbal contracts usually serve for
written ones. Former Consul General Wil-
llams says that when he was a merchant
in Havana It frequently happened that
transactions involving many thousands of
dollars, with complicated provisions that
might easily lead to dispute, were carried
on without a scrap of writing, and were
always promptly settled.

The patriarchal way in which the Spanish
merchant, great or small, manages his busi-
ness in Cuba i® curious and smacks of
mediaeval Spain. Going into any shop cr
store between the hours of 10 a. m. and noon,

vou may see a table spread for breakfast
in some dingy back corner, among the boxes
or barrcls, meals or ‘groceries,” with a
small loaf of bread at each plate and the
inevitable bottle of claret in the middle.
In all cases the clerks and employes live
with the shopkeeper and his family, eating
at the same table and sleeping somewhere
in the place of business. Many of the larger
mercantile establishments of Havana have
especial dormitories for thelr workmen. It
i? an economical arrangement on both sides,
for, though the wages are smaller, the clerk
can save more who has no outside expense
and sooner arrives at the goal for which all
are striving—a business of his*own.

THE NEGRO ELEMENT.

The best of feeling always prevalls be-
tween employer and employed, though the
hours are long and the work hard, and both
master and man are polite to servility to
customers. But for ghrewd bargaining they
beat the Yankees all hollow. With the ex-
aggerated courtesy of the Latin race and
many verbose compliments they may hag-
gle for hours over some small difference in
price, and then put off the trade to manana,
hoping the prospective buyer will return
another day and yield the extra penny of
two of profit which they think may be
gained by holding out. The Spanish property
owners have about as much idea of self-gov-
ernment as & United States baby. Belleving
implicitly in the monarchical institutions to
which he wa® born, and having never had
any hand in colonial affairs, he is densely
ignorant of all the tenets of republican!sm,
and will need to be educated up to the rights
and responsibilities of citizenship.

As to the colored opponents of annexation
to the United States—they are found in all
ranks, social, political and military. The
color line was never drawn In Cuba until
the advent of Americans, for the simple
reason that a tincture of African blood fil-
ters, in greater or less degree, through all
classes, high and low, the kinky hair, red-
dish eye balls and peculiar tint of finger
tips that distinguish the descendants of
Ham, cropping out in the most aristocratic
families. Between the whites and real
blacks exact social equality has not ex-
isted, but social toleration, in its widest
extent, has always prevalled. As everybody
knows, the insurgent army was largely
made up of negroes. The black officers, hav-
ing borne the heat and burden of the day,
naturally look for recognition in the future
government of the island they have heiped
to liberate. And just as naturally, when
“pa'’’ is high in politics, his thick-lipped wife
and daughters will expect to consort, as
equals, with his political associates, though
they be of the loftiest “F. F. V.'s." You
may imagine how these people, who com-
prise nearly two-thirds of Cuba’'s population,
have relished the talk of American adven-
turers of the brass band type who have
flocked to the luckless island and asserted
that ““The nigger will find his place when
Cuba belongs to the United States.” Read-
ing of the lynchings and roastings at the
stake of his race in our own South he is by
no means anxious to find such a place, and
will fight annexation with all the force that

is in him.
FANNIE BRIGHAM WARD.

In June.
In June, a fair World Beautiful one sees;
The elements in true love-feast unite,
And earth abounds in music, mirth, and light;

Glad song-floods surge and swell through swaying

trees,

The blossom-folk cast incense on the breexe,
And lavish Nature seems almost too bright,
We tremble lest this loveliness take flight,

S0 oft Joy's sparkling cup has Dbitter lees.

But June’'s most magic hour is last deferred, —

When through Night's portals glides the regal

moon,
And tender love-notes of the woolng bird

Blend with the drowsy cricket's slumb'rous

then, iadeed, our full, full hearts are stirred

-

INTERESTING STORY OF THIS FA-.
VYORITE ACTOR'S EARLY LIFE,

-

He Passed Through Many Vicissitudes
Before Saccess Came-—Wanted to Be
n Tragedian—His Home Life,

-

To every-day folk there Is an undeniable
glamour about the stage. A mimic world
exists behind the footlights and a mimic
life goes on there—comedy and tragedy, so-
cial trivialties and tremendous dramatic
events—the sayings and doings of an ordi-
nary lifetime compressed into a few brief
hours. Those who do their part in this
epitome of human existence are peculiarly
Interesting and it is hard to think of them
as possessing an individuality apart from
that world of romance in which they dwell.

It is difficult to imagine them coming and
going, talking and laughing and affected by

difficulties and pleasures, just as other
people are affected. And yet, it often hap-

pens that the man himself is as great as
his art, and the woman, set apart by great
gifts, does not disappoint upon closer ac-
quaintance. All who are so fortunate as
to know him will agree that this is essen-
tially true of Felix Morris. Personally, it Is
doubtful if there is upon the stage to-day
a man who has so many admiring and
loyal friends, and he has them because he
has deserved them, and because he has
himself that fidelity of character that holds
them.

He has been called the Coquelin of the
American stage and those who are familiar
with the work of both must admit the force
of the comparison. There is the same ver-
satllity, the same intellectual quality, and
the serene refinement which is the reflection
of innate character. While he has been iden-
tified with the stage in this county for so
many years, Mr. Morris is really of English
parentage. He was the son of an English
sea captain, of the fine old type, a man
of strong intelligence and of sterling
virtues, and who died in London only four
years ago. It was his ambition that his son
should be well educated, and to this end
he was sent to a school in Switzerland,
where he was not only well grounded in the
common branches, but became proficient in
the classies, In mathematics and in modern
languages. His French is so perfect that
he has been mistaken for a Parislan and
during his last lL.ondon engagement, where
he essayed the role of a French ne'er do
well, the purity of his accent was especially
remarked by the none too lenient English
critics, To thorough schooling, Mr. Morris
has united the advantages of trgwel, for, In
addition to many journeys on his own ac-
count, he mccompanied his father on fre-
quent voyages to the West Indies, to India
and Australia.

A PHYSICIAN FIRST.

It was his father's desire that he should
become a physician, and, like Chas, Wynd-
ham, he graduated from the medical profes-
sion to the stage. In his ownd charming
“Reminiscences —for he writes as well as he

plays—he confesses that he conceived his
love for the drama while a student at Guy's

Hospital, and calls himself “a victim to the
amateur theatrical craze’’—“carried away
by the mild success of efforts that were
magnified into glorious triumphs''—by his
fellows. Knowing the modesty of the writer,

this can be given a pretty liberal interpre-
tation, and one may be certain that *“his

fellows'' saw in their rudimentary efforts
more than a hint of the genius that came
to full perfection afterwards.

It need hardly be said that Mr. Morris
received no encouragement in the new ca-
reer he had chosen for himself from his
father, to whom i:is change could hardly
have been other than a keen disappointment,

Faliling of financial support from the same
source, Mr. Morris determined to go to the
United States—that goal of all aspirants to
fortune, whose aspirations and income are
irreconcilably at variance. He went with the
rosiest hopes and the loftiest ideals, to ad-
mit—when sobered by reality and long ex-
perience—that at that tender age he was
amazingly deficient in “‘worldly wisdom"
and “practical common sense."”

He dreamed of course not of that exquisite
comedy of which to-day he is our foremost
interpreter, but of nothing less than grim
tragedy. He, himseh, realized that “‘neither
his force nor figure was of a romantic
mold,”” but, like David Garrick, he meant
to overcome these trivial disqualifications
and so make his triumph all the more im-
pressive. There are few of us who do not
cherish illusions of this sort, upon which we
keep a tight clutch, and of which we are
only relieved by a protracted series of hard
knocks. Upon his arrival in New York city
Mr. Morris determined that his hazard of
new fortunes should be essayed In Albany.
He comments upon this decision concisely
and significantly: “I could reach my des-
tination by a very slight outlay.”

DISCOURAGING PREDICTION.

When he reached Albany the theatrical
season was over, but he found the manager
of the leading theater and to him he con-
fessed his aims and aspirations. The man-
ager endeavored to dissuade him, and ad-
vised him to choose some other career,
which, with his education, he would have
had littie difficulty in finding. . But Mr.
Morris was not to be dissunaded. However,
when he hinted that he might inherit the
mantle of Kean or Macready, the Albany
manager put an end to any dreams of in-
mediate fame, assuring him that he might
consider himself lucky "if at the end of
fourteen or fifteen years he might be earn-
ing $14 or $15 a week"—a prophecy at which
Mr. Morris now can afford to smile with
satisfaction. The manager promised to do
what he could, and, pending an engagement,
he found employment in a drug store, which
his hospital training had qualified him to
fill. Between 1 mes he devoted himself to
the study of ‘Hamlet,” *“Claude Melnotte"
arnd “Richelien.”

Finally, his patience was rewarded; he re-
celved a letter from the manager telling
him that there was a small and unobtrusive
part for which he had been cast—in the box
office! And from there to the footlights it
was but a step. He accepted the box-office
post, but his too abundant faith in human
nature—a faith that nothing ever has or
ever can lessen—made him an easy prey
to the swindlers who resort to every known
device to place themselves on the free list,
All sorts of non-negotiablea paper was
passed, which had to be made good out of
his slender salary, and he became an ex-
pert at last in detecting the stratagems of
the would-be impostor. His call to the real
hoards came suddenly. He was to take the
part of some one who had suddenly fallen
ill, and it had to be learned, and some
vague knowledge of the “business” ac-
quired, In the space of three hours. The
part was that of a detective who arrested
the villain of the plece and who was re-
inforced in the performance of this painful
duty by two soldiers of the British army,
whom he recalls as “very sad looking supers
in dirty red coats and galters, carrying old-
fashioned muskets."

A PAINFUL EPISODE. .

He “went on" paralyzed with stage fright.
His lines were:

“Roland Hetherington, ‘I arrest you!"

But, confronting *

S A e it
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————

| balance on hané of about dol-
lars.” After this rebuff Mr. Morris went to
New York, where he hoped that his knowi-
edge of French and German might enable
him to find a business position, but there
was nothing to be had. He finally deter-
mined to go to sea, and signed articles for
a four years' cruise in the Pacific in a New
Bedford whaler. A few hours' assoclation
with the men who were to be his companlons
convinced him of his mistake, and he de-
serted, leaving his portmanteau behind, and
walking all the way from New Bedford to
Boston. He arrived, wearing his sailor
clothes, having ne others, and after long
search and bitter privation found work as a
laborer:in an iron foundry. His health gave
way under prolonged vicissitude, and his
parents, learning his whereabouts, endeav-
ored to persuade him to return to England.
He declined, and, after another probation in
a drug store, went back to Albany and the
theater. A friend was now manager and
Mr. Morris was offered the position of head
supe—"he had the shouts’” and made him-
self generally useful. The salary was § a
week. It was a humble beginning, but he

was at rest in the midst of affairs, and his

enthusiasm from that moment never fal-

tered. His next promotion was the role of
stage policeman, in which he at last suc-
ceeded. From this he made a amall success
as a pettifogging lawyer, and then, in an
unilucky hour, he went back to tragedy.
Upon this it is not necessary to dwell; but he
learned that tragedy was not his forte,

However. he was now ‘‘in the line of pro-
motion,” and, with the intermittent usual
backsets, he advanced steadily.

Joseph Jefferson was the first to speak the
word of encouragement, He sat in the box
watching the representation of a melo-
drama in which Mr. Morris had been cast as
the Governor of Australia. Mr. Jefferson
watched him critically, then sent word that
he was much pleased with his work, adding:
“Tell him to persevere; he is certain to be
heard hereafter.”

The two most important events of Mr.
Morris's career have been, perhaps, two sea-
sons—one in the East Indies and the other,
gome years later, in London.

The East Indla experience is a whole ro-
mance in itself—a record of pronounced
artistic success, of winings and dinings
with the officers of the various British gar-
risons between times and a return to Amer-
ica in a sailing vessel, when all manner of
untoward accidents occurred, and when, to
save the vessel from wreck, he had to take
his turn at the wheel. The London triumph
was a case of “waking to find himself fa-
mous.”” He had been in London with his
wife, their passage engaged and they were
to sail the following day. He had agreed to
play the part of the Scotch professor in
“On 'Change” for a reappearance at a mati-
nee. The quaint, delightful impersonation
was the talk of all London the next morn-
ing. The passage in the steamer was for-
feited and Mr. Morris played the Scotch
professor a whole year. He had a delightful
home in St. John's Wood—that inestimable
privilege of the London artist—and he soon
gathered about him a charming circle of
people as clever and delightful as himself.
Then followed the long engagement with
Miss Vokes; and it is impossible to recall
the one without the other. Those were the
halcyon days of acting—days when the
artist was not a commercial commodity
valued for his drawing qualities regardiess
of whether those qualities were mere freak-
ishness or vulgar buffoonery which can
make a laugh, or eccentricity that com-
mands attention by its very lack of all that
is intelligent and human. Unless dramatic
methods are totally and radically reformed
and the theaters are taken out of the hands
of the few that know ne more of art than
80 many black beetles we shall never see
such a company again. The days of art for
art's sake are numbered. Four years ago
Mr. Morris returned to London and the
initial success of the Scotch professor was
repeated. There was the same unstinted
pralse, the insiant recognition of genius on
the part of critics who are the product of
the English universities and are trained to
their profession. Unfortunately no theater
could be secured for any length of time,
and after three or four months the play
was withdrawn in favor of one that had
been announced some months before—an
obstacle which has shut out from an ex-
tended London appearance such artists as
the Kendals and Miss Nethersole.

HIS PRIVATE LIFE.

Upon his return to New York Mr. Morris
became a member of the Lyceum Theater,
and has been a member of the Frohman
companies ever since. But of the man the
world knows comparatively little, for he is
one of the shyest and most retiring of
human beings. He has been most fortunate-
ly and happily married, Mrs. Morris, who
was Miss Mollie Shoot, of Missouri, having
been a protege of Mark Twain and at one
time a member of Augustin Daly's fine
company. She wusually accompanies her
husband on his tours, and, with her pro-
nounced faculty for business, her energy
and great ex:cutive ability, has been a help-
meet in the highest sense of the term. They
live very quietly in a pleasant flat on Twen-
ty-third street, and almost all his leisure
time Mr. Morris devotes to his two clever
young daughters, Mildred and Felice.
Felice, who is seventeen, is in the senior
year in the New York Normal, where she
stood fourth in a class of sixty. She is fit-
ting herself nominally for a teacher, but
her inclinations are for the career in which
her father has so distinguished himself.
Mildred Js also an Indefatigable student—a
pupil in the Friends' Academy in Gram-
mercy Park, where she also stands at the
head of her class. Mr. and Mrs. Morris
have gathered about them in New York, as
in London, a most delightful circle, which
comprises men and women of the dramatic
profession, writers, critics and painters, and
whoever drops in on a Sunday evening will
be delighted with the best of good company
and talk well worth listening to.

Actor, writer, linguist, Mr. Morris is also
very clever with his brush, and had he
persevered he might have rivaled Jefforson
as an actor-painter. But he believes firmly
in concentration—in devoting the best of
one's Intelligence and energy to one chosen
pursuit. And in this, as in all things else,
he is that rare individual who practices
what he preaches, MARY H. KROUT.

Threads.
Our life-threads, sweet, are tangled so
The knot will last
Through all the future's joy and woe,
As In the past.

Thus shalt thoa always find them tied,
That, for my sake,

If thou shouldst e'er thy thread divide
Mine own would break.

No pain nor grief the knot can cleave;
The threads have grown:

And so, If thou wouldst have me leave
Thee, cut mine own.
Coanersville, Ind. —Albert Chariton Andrews.

A WOMAN OF THE SLUMS,

She Was a Good Mother and Brought
Up Her Childrea Well,
Elia W. Peattle, in Self<Culture.

It would be unfair to the women whose
lot is cast in the slums to insinuate that
it their children
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Lot No. 1—

Ladies’ finest French Kid Butten and Lace
Bhoes and Oxford te and Black.
turn and welt sewed soles, fa
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silk tops and all kid. This lot was the

Rochester Shoe Company’'s best grade

Pair i shies and a1l wiiths: 3t §1. 6O
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Lot No. 2— -

Ladies” Kid Skin Button and Lace, High
and Low Shoes, Black and Brown, heel
and spring heel, flexible soles, zll-kid or
vesting tops—made in the 10, 25 and 50-
cent coin toes, with patent leather or kid

tips, the Rochester & -
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Lot No. 3—

Ladies' Vicl Kid Skin TLace and Button

Shoes and Oxfords; some of this lot have

dark green vesting tops, others all black
or brown, values run as high as

B.hone less than £ your @§¢ 20
Lot No. 4—

Ladlies' Black and Tan Kid Skin Lace Shoes,
in all the stylish shapes, some made with
brocaded vesting tops and kid tips: others
all kid, with patent leather tips; hes-
ter Bhoe Company's price $1.79; ‘ 19
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Lot No. 5—

Ladies’ Dongola Kid Skin Lace Shoes,
Black, Light and Dark shades of Tan.
patent leather and Kid-trimmed, medium
a!r:di ?1”.'10 round toes-—-these were
thelr 31.50 grades; you get them at, 88‘:
. DRIT sviesasssnsun ) ..... F .............. .

stock,
their actual worth. Over 50,000 pairs of Men's, Women’s,

THE BUSIEST SHOE

L

v-’.-in.;*-—_ " =

H
. b MR b e S

shoes from the Rochester Shoe Company, of
’ @Wm - wmmdmmﬁ{ﬂm
Boys

Lot No. 6—

Misses’ -heel Lace Black and
Brown, erer's best Viel best of
Oak Leather soles, made with silk vesting
lace stay and all kid, sizes 12 to man-
ufacturer's price was §1.50; our
sale price, a pair

Children’s sizes of these same Shoes, i3 to

11. Rochester Shoe Company's pri
$1.35; our sale price, a pair...... suone

Lot No. 7—

Misses' Black and Brown Lace and Button
Spring-heel Shoes—sizes ugﬂ to 2—Roches-
ter Shoe Company’'s price $1.35; our 79(:
gale price, a palr ........... cegeesersnse

Children’s sizes, up to 11

CHILDREN'S SHOES—Made with
turn soles, sizes 5 to & The

-

Great BargainsInMen’s Sh

Out of our ewn stock—note the prices.
Men's Black Calfskin and Tan Kid Skin

Lace Shoes—some as good as $2.50 Shoes,
:i?e:s pta‘;: f-egular $2 ga]ues: au.si.ag

Men's Hand-sewed Welt Shoes, Willow
Russia Calf and Kid Skin, Black or
Chocolate. They are still good values at

the regular $8 price; during the
inventory sale they are yours at, $1.89
Tan and Black Kid

per pair
Boys' and Youths'

Lace Shoes, at these savings—
$1.69 $1.29 I 99¢

grade,
GOcC

grade, grade,

THE PRINCE ALBERT 10¢ CIGAR

1.17

v | THE STAR STORE

i gt Corsgca o S v Boght o gl

Rochester, Ind., at about 5
sale at just about half

Children’s shoes at these prices will make this

STORE IN ALL INDIANA

The Inventory Sale

We invoice the Drapery Department om
Tuesdaly. Here are 4 lots of goods that we
don't want to appear in our books, so, t1»
make a clean sweep, offer them
ON THE BARGAIN COUNTER=At these

very amull prices:

Point De Sprit Drapery Swisses,

in dots and figures, 10c and 5

12 1-2¢ grades; a yard........,, UC
15 piecen of yard-wide figured

100 and 12 1-2¢ grade of silk- 5(

olines; & YArd. ... ccvvcsvasssne. VO
200 hion Covers—

all z:l’.erﬂl'.ect-: l:e ‘n:en. at. 'OC
50 Smyrna Fiber Rugs-iarge
size—with wool fringe: ‘1.&0980
'.l-"' .t 'E R R R R B ENENE]

Wash Goods at Inventory Prices

SCOTCH LAWNS-In neat figures Ay /
and plain colors, 5¢c kind, a yard. *372C

LINEN COLOR BICYCLE Crash &
Suitings, regular 10¢c grade, a yard...,

Dark-ground Lawns, with neat figures, and
navy blues with white polka 7, P
dots, 12%c grade, a yard........ 2.

FINEST IMPORTED ORGANDIES-Best

colors and figures, 25¢ to 3% L/
Erades: now, & Fard........... . ‘2 2C

““There won’t be any
stub, my boy, en

Prince
Albert

Is Good From

End to End.”

is what good cigar makers

have been trying to make, and lovers of good cigars have been try-
ing to get, for the last century—a perfect cigar

Roe

-n A @A

» LOUIS DESCHLER, Cigarist.

durable clothes, often ugly, bPut always
adapted to the use to which they were put
and in keeping with their circumstances.
Without being much given to church-going,
they were naturally religious in thought
and given to silent prayer. The mother re-
tained her simple, contented ways, to which
she was born in her thatched lowland cot-
tage by the Firth of Forth. She never
acquired the *“gadding’ habit which Is so
common among poor women in large cities
in their effort to find away from home the
brightness which they cannot get within.
She stayed by her fireside, learned to cook
well, insisted upon having good food for
her family and was firm in her determina-
tion to have them educated. Each and
every one went through the grammar
school; two of them passed through the
high school; and the others entered it, but
left to qo into business or to marry. So,
in the midst of confusion and ignorant prod-
igality, and filth, and noise, they grew up
with a quiet and self-respecting demeanor,
all of them book-lovers, all fond of good
music and of sociability in the better sense
of the word. This is extraordinary, but it
shows the wisdom of selecting one's grand-
fathers, but ‘nore especially one's grand-
mothers, with discrimination. These Scotch
Presbyterians, with their antecedents of
Westminster Confession, soap, and educa-
tion, were not to be dismayed even by the
powers of darkness which are abroad by
noon and night in the downtown districts
of Chicago.

LANGUAGE OF NATURE.

What Root and Branch and Fruit and
Leaf Say to the Expert.
Florfda Times-Union.

The skilled horticulturist will look at an
orange and tell you whether it grew on the
inside or the outside of a tree. II Inside, it
will be of an exquisite satinv smoothness
and of a pale lemon tint, while the orange
grown on the ocutside will be blowsy-red,
coarse and rough. The outside orange is
sweeter and richer than the other, but the
latter ades and sells as strictly fancy.,
while the coarse one sells as second or third
grade. Examining ecarefully the oil cells,
he will state that a lemon tree grew near by
and that a wandering bee carried some of
the pollen and mingled it with that of the
orange. If the “rag"” is melting In the
mouth, almost vanishing away, he says the
tree was well supplied with potash. When
the seeds are large, plump and heavy, the
tree had a sufficiency of phosphoric gecid in
the fertilizer.

The horticulturist who thoroughly knows
his business can determine which was the
north side of a young nursery tree, as well
as that of the aged tree in the grove or for-
eﬂi‘eﬂ(? can describe thl: root ;er?;tion of
a onte r tree by seeing the body
and head. Itptehaere is a yellow subsoil and a
deep-growing tap root, top will grow up
tall and spindling; if it branches out low and

wide, the roots spread out ilke a cartwheel.

seedling, acclimated by

uuzhtﬁymture to cover itself with fuzz
a: h:r tection against the curculio and
o

A section of a limb reveals to him that
the tree was grown in the sod. He can tell
- point O‘t‘ h mﬂoﬂm g:
can out a aw
trees that were | horers o;wuh-
manders. By the leaves of a tree iic can tall

w kind of a season C:Iﬁ.m
ot i win “’“.sm..m
that with

will be very le to frost; round,
hard %dﬁon

m E )
of cold
out on

was planted too deep; the roots supplied the
fruit with cold, sour, unsunned sap. Or,
possibly, the season was unusually wet and
cloudy. In a freeze one tree will be taken
and another right beside it will be left. The
one that was Kkilled was planted too deep.

A grapevine left unpruned for years will
have short, puny growths of new wood,
many of which will die in the fall or in the
beginning of winter from inanition, and the
leaves will be much smaller than those on
pruned vines. A bunch of grapes from an
old vine and another from a young vine of
thie same variety, although grown only a
few feet apart and under the same treat-
ment, will show this difference: The bunch
from the old vine will color up and ripen
first, and will be of better flavor, but not
s0 large.

A box elder topped too short and late in
the spring will manifest its misery by short,
tightly curled and ecrinkled leaves. An
crange tree which has had green cowpea
vines plowed down on its roots will express
its disgust at such bungling by turning its
leaves mottled green and yellow. :

GIPSYING COTTAGERS.

Dr. Henry Van Dyke on the Delights
of Living Out of Doors,

June Century.

Much of the tediousness of highly clvilized
life comes from its smoothness and regu-
larity. To-day s like yesterday, and we
think that we can ﬂgre jct to-morrow. Of
course we cannot really do so. The chances
are still there. But we have covered them
up so deeply with the artificlalties of life
tlll’at we lose sight of them. It seems as If
everything in our neat little world were
arranged, and provided for, and reasonably
certain to come to pass. The best way of
escape from this tedium vitae is through a
recreation like angling, not only because
it is so evidently a matter of luck, but also
because it tempis us out into a wilder, freer
life. It leads almost lnevitabhy to camping
out, which is a wholesome and sanitary im-
prudence.

It is curlous and pleasant, to my appre-
hension, to observe how many people in
New England, which has been called, at
least in part, the Land of Steady Habits,
are sensible of the joy of changing them-—
out of doors. They turn out from their com-
fortable farm houses and their snug
suburban cottages to go a-gypsying for a
fortnight among the mountains or beside
the sea. You see their white tents gleam-
i from the pine groves around the little
lakes, and catch glimpses of their bathing
clothes drying in the sun on the wiry grass
that fringes the sand dunes. Happy fugi-
tives from the bondage of routine. They
have found out that a long journey is not
necessary to a good vacation. You ma
reach the Forest of Arden in a buckboa
The Fortunate Isles are within sailing dis-
tance in a dory. And a voyage on the river
Pactolus is open toanyonev can paddle

a canoe. *
e who always live ouses, and

The
d walk on ments, a
sleep on an e?‘. P ts, and

buy their food from butch

Sunday Journal, by Mail, §2 Per Year,

and grocers, are not the most blessed inhabi-
tants of this wide and varlous éarth. The
circumstances of their existence are too
mathematical and secure for perfect con-
tentment. They live at second or third hand.
They are boarders In the world. Everything
is done for them by somebody else.

It is almost impossible for anything very
interesting to happen to them. They must
get their excitement out of the newspapers,
reading of the hairbreadth escapes and mov=-
ing accidents that befall geo;;le in real life.
What do these tame ducks really know of
the adventure of living? If the weather is
bad, they are snugly housed. If it is cold.
there is a furnace in the cellar. If they are
huntfry the shops are near at hand. It {s all
as dull, flat, stale and unprofitable as ad-
ding up a column of figures. They might as
well be brought up in an incubator,

Saying Good-Bye.
Scottish American.

The art of farewell is ’grncticed largely &t
railway stations, and officials, naturally of
& chcery disposition, become misanthropic
by reason of having to listen to constant
repetition by amateurs. Ladles usually
have so much to say at the last on these
occasions that trains are detained to per-
mit them to speak freely and thus prevent
apoplexy. Even when this is done, and the
conveyance has gone, they are apparently
full of unsald things, their faces bear a
pathetic ook of self-reproach.

The most trying situation of all for thoses
not practiced in the art is probably found
when on a rallway platform, the good-byve
having been saild, s#es exchanged, voy-
ager safely seated and door clo . the en-

e, although ready and anxious %o start,
oes not start because it sees red where it
desires to s»e green.

Then it is that vague and s
ghots are sent Into the carriage w
a desultory haphazard way.
y'*l;on won't forget to write, dear,

ou "

“Remember me to Margaret, and tell her
what I toid yon about Mr. What's-his-name
and his second wife, Write and tell me
what she says.”

“I think you're off now! Got your dbag
ﬂ‘ht‘.’ nd it doesn't tumbie off the
rack.’ _

“Be sure not to get out until you arrive
at your destination, and write and let us
kow that you got home gafe ™

“I do hope (this with a critical look into
the crowded compartments)—I do hope you
have got pleasant traveling companions, it
does make such a difference.”

“Put up the window If you feel a dnuzh'z
and send me a line the first thing to say—-'

The ne whistles deﬂghtele. the train
moves. Handkerchlefs are waved, eyes show
tears; those seeing the train off walk a few
steps with it. i

“1 say, 1 say, dear! There's something I
almost forgot to tell you; be sure to write
m".

smodie
dow In

will

WALTER BAKER & CO.’S
Breakfast Cocoa




